











The Utjltric of 

The very bottorae and the foulc of Hope, 

The very lift,thc very vtmoft bound 
OfallourFortunes. 

Dow. Fayth,and fo we/hou'ld, 
Where'nowremainesafweetreuerfion. 

We may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what t’is to coitoe irt 
A comfort of retirement Hues in this. 

Hot. A randeuous.ahomc to fly tfnto, 

If that theDiuell and Mifchance loolce big 
Vpon themaydenhead ofotiraffaifes. 

IVor. But yet I would youfFather hadbeen hecrc : 

T he cpialitie and heirc of our attempt 
Brookes no dcuifion,it will be thought 
By fome, that know not why he is away% 

That wifedome, loyalty, and mcerc diflike 

Ofour proceedings, kept theEarle from liehce. 

Audfhinke, how fuch an apprehenfidn 

May turne the tide of fearcfull faction, } 

And breed a kind of queftion in our caufc : 

For, well you knovv,we of the offringfide, 

Mu ft keepe aloofc fl ora ftrifl arbitrcinent, 

And flop all fight-holes, cueryloope, from Whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon v s : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtame. 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kind ofreare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You ftraine too farre. 

I rather of his ab fence make this vfc, 

Itlcndes a luftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize, , 

Then if the Earle were hecrc : for rticri muft thmke, j 
, If we without his helpe, can make ahead 

To pu/h againft theKingdowc, with his helpe, 'j 
We fhalT, or tumc it topfie turuy dowac : 

Yet all goes well, yet all our ioynts arc whole. 

Dow. As heart can thinkc, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in i Scotland, at this deamc offcarc. 

Enter Sir Tih. Vcmen. .. . 
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Henrit the fourth. 

Hot. My coo fen Vmton, welcome by my foule. 

Ver. Pray God my ne wes be worth a welcome. Lord. 

The Earle of fVefimerland 1 fcauen thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince Iohn. 

Hot. No harmc,w hat morel 

Ver. And further, I hauelearnd. 

The King hirofelfe in per, fon hath fetfoorth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpcedily,. 

With ftrpng and mightic preparation. 

Hot. FJeftjali be, welcome too ; Whercis his Sonne, 

The nimble. footed madcap, PrinceiffVtdet, 

And his Cumradcs, tliatjdaft the world afidc,. 

And bid it paflfc? . 

Ver. All furnilht? all in Armes? 

AHplumde like Eftriges, that with the, wind*. .. 

Bay ted like Eagles,haumg lately bath'd, 

Glittering in golden Coates like Images, 

As full of fpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgious as the Sunnc at Midfommer; 

Wanton a* yo uthfullGoates.wildcas young Buis: 

I faw young Wory with Iris Beiicr on, , 

His Cuihcs on his thighes,gallantiy armcle, 

Rife from the ground like tathcred Afrrcxrr, 

And vaulted with fuch eafejnto his feata v 
As if an Angell dropt do wnc from the Clo^idcs, 

To tiirnc'and winde a fiery P'egffue, 

Andwitch the woild with noble Horfc-manihip. . 

Hot. No more,no more; worfe then the Sunne in March, . , 
This pray fe dotlinourifh Agues; let them come, 

They teme like Sacrifices in their tnm y 
And to the firc-eydemayde of fmokic Warrc, 

All hot and bleeding, will wc offer them:,. 

The may led M*irs /hall on his Altar fit _ 

V p to the eares in Blood. I am on fire^ 

To heare this rich reprizail is fo nigh: 

And yet notours. Come, let me take my Horfe, 

Who is to bcarc me like a thunder-bolt, 

Againft the bofome ©f the Trmce of, Wafa* 
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